THE    MEMOIRS    OF
whether there was some way out other than the choked-
up drain. The idea of removing all that heap of bricks
and rubbish was something he could scarcely bear to con-
template, rested though he was. After examining every
inch of the cellar's floor-space, he came at last upon a
grating in a corner, which, on being raised, proved to
open into the main sewer. He returned to his straw couch
and waited impatiently for twelve midnight to strike. All
his anxiety to be gone did not overcome his caution, as at
that hour the City was practically certain to be deserted on
a Sunday night. Midnight came at last, and he got through
the grating, carrying his bag of booty, and crept silently
towards the opening of the sewer. Listening attentively,
he waited until no sound of footsteps or anything else broke
the silence of the sleeping City, and then clambered up into
the street.
The night was as dark as it had been at Winchester, and
rain was still falling steadily, but Rashleigh *s elation at the
favourable conditions was short-lived. As he made his way
to the footpath, a watchman stepped suddenly out from a
doorway and stood before him. Rashleigh was startled, but
kept cool.
'Good night, watchman,' he said in his blandest tones.
'Good night, sir/ returned the watchman, a note of
surprise in his voice. TVyou know, I thought I saw you
come out of that big hole!'
Rashleigh laughed with the man at the absurdity of the
idea, and, breathing deeply with relief at avoiding another
awkward contretemps, walked on.
No hackney coach being obtainable at that hour, he went
down to the river to a house which he knew was kept open
all night for the convenience of passengers arriving by the
late packet boats, booked a room, and, being too excited to
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